I know, but for me it partakes more of Stuttgart than of 15
andent Greece, When the moon is out and there is no
sound save the breathing of the earth it is exactly the
atmosphere which Reichel creates when he sits in a petri-
fied dream and becomes limitrophe to birds and snails
and gargoyles, to smoky moons and sweating stones, or
to the sorrow-laden music which is constantly playing in '
his heart even when he rears like a crazed kangaroo and
begins smashing everything in sight with his prehensile
tail. If he should ever read these lines and know that I
thought of him while looking at the Toten Insel, know
that I was never the enemy he imagined me to be, it
would malce me very happy. Perhaps it was on one of
these very evenings when I sat at Kanoni with Spiro look-
ing down upon this place of enchantment that Reichel,
who had nothing but love for the French, was dragged
from his lair in the Impasse Rouet and placed in a sordid
concentration camp.
One day Theodore turned up—Dr. Theodore Stephan-
ides. He knew all about plants, flowers, trees; rocks, min-
erals, low forms of animal life, microbes, diseases, stars,
planets, comets and so on. Theodore is the most learned
man I have ever met, and a saint to boot Theodore has
also translated' a number of Greek poems into English.
It was in this way that I heard for the first time the name
Sef eris, which is George Sef eriades* pen name. And then
with a mixture of love, admiration and sly humor he pro-
nounced for me the -name KatsimbaHs which, for some
strange reason, immediately made an impression upon*
me. That evening Theodore gave us hallucinating de-
scriptions of his life in the trenches with Katsimbalis on the
Balkan front during the World War. The next day Dur-
rell and I wrote aii enthusiastic letter to Katsimbalis, who

